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night had been dead, the useless inebriate peering of eyes that see
but do not comprehend very much. This glance was alive, not as
steady as I would have expected, for it looked anci looked away,
returning almost stealthily again as if to catch one off one's guard,
but it was looking with intent to see. I had lost my nervousness,
however, as soon as he had asked me to sit down, so I was able to
endure the scrutiny with exactly the combination of politeness and
carelessness which I thought was required.
He began the conversation by asking me about my father and
mother, then about my Army training and my work at Tsarskoe
Selo. He asked me for a detailed description of the sensations of
flight. He had a peasant's curiosity about the phenomenon. He
was intrigued with the idea of being in the air and seemed impressed
by my account of the feeling of freedom and power, the increase of
one's being, which comes of easy movement through the air, and
was delighted as a child with my impressions of flying over the
majestic scenery of the clouds. When I spoke of power he referred
to the devil showing Christ the kingdoms of the earth from the
mountain-top. But in the next breath he was asking about the
bomb as a weapon of war. Had I ever dropped a bomb ? Had I
ever seen a city bombed from the air ? Would it be possible for the
Germans to bomb Petrograd ? When I said that Zeppelins might
be flown over Petrograd, but that the distance was too great to be
practicable for an attack by bombing 'planes, he inquired what
defences we had against a Zeppelin attack. Were we always pre-
pared ? I answered all his questions with complete simplicity and
directness. There was really nothing to conceal, and to be genuine
and simple I believed to be the essence of my part.
He sat down on the bed beside me.
"I can see you have a sweet nature, my dear, and I would like
to have you for a friend. In my work for Russia I have need of
many friends. Will you come to see me often ? Please say yes. I
need the conversation of the young."
I said I would be glad to come as often as he wished, At that
moment Katya, the elderly maid, interrupted to announce another
caller, so I took my leave. He insisted on embracing me at the
door, and with further exhortations to call again soon I passed the
sentinels on the stair and raced out into the open air. My first
private interview with Rasputin was actually over and I had been
admitted to the circle of Ms friends. No reference at all had been
made to the incident of last night, for which I heaved a sigh of deep
relief. I reported the conversation to ChapKnsky, who seemed
pleased and told me to follow it up soon.
But before I had time to call again the scandal of Bratolyouboff